Vcrey. i had ih 
health of you- 

AW. Why- is he not with the Queene ? 

Afrj. No, my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Coat' 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and difperft 
The Houfnold of the King. 

Afar. What was his real on ? 

Hewas not forefolv’d, when we lad fpake together. 

Amj.Becaufe.your Ldrdfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent.me overby Barkely, todifcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 

Then with direction to repaire to Ravenfpurgh. 

Nor . Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy!) 
Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re 1 did remember : to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did lookeonhim* 

Nor. Then learne to know him now: this is the Dub 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, l 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, ana young, 

Which elder dayes flhall ripen, and confirme 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bul.l thanke thee gentle Percy , and be furs 
1 count myfelfein nothing elfe lb happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good friends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love, 
Itfhallbeftillthytruelovesrecompence, 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus feales it. 

Nor. How-farre is it to Barljdev ? and what llirre 
Kecpes good old- Yorke.. therewith his men of warre ? . 

Percy. There Bands thq Caftle,by yond tuft of Trees, ^ 
Mann’d with three hundred men,asj hay c heard, 

And in it are the Lords of . Yorke, Barkely ,and Sejmor, < 
None elle of Name, and. noble eftimate* 

Enter RoJfe,a»d Willoughby. , . h 

Nor, Here comes the Lords of &oJfe t i$id 
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Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfues 
A banifht Traytor ; all my Treafury _ 

Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d. 



A UUL _ — — — 

Wtl. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 
Bui. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely. 

Nor.lt is my Lord of Barkely as I guefle. 

Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my meflage is to you. , 

1 Bui . My -Lord, myanfweris to Lancaster, 

And l amcometofeckethat name in England 
And T muft find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftake me not,myLord,’tisnot my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord,Fcome (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Y orke, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes. 

Enter Yorke. 

Bui. I fhall not need tranlport my words by you. 
Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

r. r Shewmethy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofeduty is deceivable and falfe, 

Bui. My gracious Vncle. -7 tr. 

T J° r ’ Tpt 3 tut,Grace no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Traytors Vncle ; and that word Grace 
In an ungracious mouth, i s but prophane. 

^ hyhavethefebamlh*d, and forbidden Leg^es 
Dard once to touch the duftof England* Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dar’d to march 

So ma ny ™ies upon her peace]full B y ofom a to 

Frighting her pale fac’d Villages with Wane 
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